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Summary: Mewtwo: The Genetic PokA©mon. Mewtwo is a PokA©mon that was 
created by genetic manipulation. However, even though the scientific 
power of humans created this PokA©mon's body, they failed to endow 
Mewtwo with a compassionate heart. It is said to have the most savage 
heart amongst all PokA©mon. 


Intelligently Stupid 
**Humans** 

Humans. Pathetic humans. Ruthless humans. Corrupted humans. Weak 
humans. Strong humans. Oh, humans. An unfortunately dominant species 
that capture innocent PokA©mon to use them as their damned slaves in 
battle. Why and when did humans decide to become the dominant 
species? If anything, PokA©mon should be the dominant species. Humans 
can't do anything to save their own lives. They depend on PokA©mon to 
keep them safe and to extend their meaningless and worthless lives. 
PokA©mon are powerful. But, no PokA©mon is as powerful as I am. I am 
the strongest of them all. My power is absolute. My knowledge is 
infallible. My wisdom is undeniable. I am Mewtwo, a PokA©mon created 
by bastard humans who were corrupted with wanting to see the whole 
world burn at their feet. I was meant to be their slave. I was meant 
to be their Messiah. But, I knew better. I knew better than to serve 
idiotic beings who had no sense of purpose. I destroyed the place 
where they created me and then fled to hide from the bastards that 
are continuing to hunt me down. But, I can guarantee, the next time 
that they encounter me, they will be destroyed. I will tear their 
minds apart. I will crush their beings with my psychic abilities. I 
have a new reputation to uphold: to be the most powerful PokA©mon of 
them all and to be the most ruthless one ever recorded in the history 
of the universe. Not even Arceus itself will be able to stop me. 
Dialga will not be able to stop me, literally. Palkia will not be 
able to send me to another dimension. Giratina will not be able to 
ever encounter me. Lugia will feel the oceans roar at my presence. 
Ho-Oh will see the skies bend to my will. Groudon, Kyogre and 
Rayquaza will feel the elements to due my ferocious bidding. Zekrom 



and Reshiram will see me scorch the lands without their disastrous 
powers. Kyurem will see me freeze everyone and thing in place with 
just my focused stare. Xerneas will not be able to give life to 
everything I destroy. Yveltal will want to hunt me down for causing 
more destruction than it ever has. Zygarde will watch as the Earth 
bows at my feet. No one or thing will be able to stop the wrath that 
I am about to unleash upon the land. All dimensions will feel my 
power echoing throughout. Every being, living or deceased will feel 
the justice which I am going to serve. There is going to be a great 
cry over all the world, one that echoes throughout saying, "Mewtwo, 
we all bow to you!" No one will stand in my way. No one. 

I open my eyes and look around me. Darkness. The sweet embrace of 
darkness. I am hiding deep within the Cerulean Cave, meditating in 
what I must do. I have been thinking about this plan for many years, 
and have not decided to execute it until now. My enemies are to be 
destroyed before they become too powerful, again. I am levitating in 
the air, with me legs and arms crossed, my tail flickering about . I 
uncross my legs and arms and then go for the exit of the cave. I shut 
my eyes for a few moments as the harsh sunlight penetrates my purple 
iris eyes. Once my vision adjusts to the light, I begin to listen to 
the world around me, trying to see if there are any PokAOmon in 
danger. After a few minutes, I hear nothing, meaning that no one is 
in danger. PokAOmon to me are first priority, no matter what. Since I 
am the strongest, it is my great duty to keep them safe, even if they 
are owned by trainers. However, my duty is to only keep the _PokAOmon 
_safe, the humans that own them could go and die for all I care. 

I look up to the sky and then use my telekinetic power to fly up into 
the sky at a moderate speed. Once I am high up, I look over Kanto, my 
home region. The land is so vast and filled with life. Why would 
humans want to watch the world burn? Like that Team Elare from Kalos. 
Lysandre is a mad man, who I plan on erasing from existence. I heard 
his plan with my hyper hearing, and thought it was absolutely 
ludicrous. I wasn't going to warm Yveltal or Xerneas, I could care 
less if Lysandre was going to use them. I simply was going to stop 
him before getting too close to his damned goal. 

I close my eyes for a few moments and then begin to pinpoint those 
who created me. I hear one of them in Pewter City, in the Museum. I 
must head there first. My plan has now been put into motion. I open 
my eyes and begin to fly over to the city and quickly note the 
Museum. I gracefully swoop down and lightly land on top of the 
Museum. I close my eyes and begin to listen for voices, trying to 
pinpoint where the first creator is. He is where they have the Eossil 
Resurrection Machine. I grit my teeth thinking about that machine. 

How dare humans try to play Arceus by recreating life and bringing 
back PokAOmon that went extinct thousands of years ago. That doesn't 
sound like something that I would say, right? But, those PokAOmon had 
their chance . They had their lives. They had their fun. But, Arceus 
sought to destroy them before creating humans. He knew that those 
ancient beasts would be too much for the humans to handle. But, now, 
it seems like the roles have reversed, and now humans are too much to 
handle. Always getting themselves in bigger and bigger problems. 
Arceus should wipe them out and restart. Give them my intelligence, 
then Arceus would see that my way is the only way. The true 
way . 


Once I am certain of where my first creator is, I go over to his 
location, while remaining on the rooftop. My reputation as ruthless 



is about to become bigger, and now I will obtain a reputation of 
murderer. It sounded beautiful in my mind. Mewtwo the Murderer. Music 
to my ears. As I am about to destroy the first creator, I hear a 
distant cry. I turn my head to listen for the cry again. It's a 
PokAOmon! I fly up high into the sky and look around, listening 
intently from where the cry is coming from. I then spot a huge pillar 
of black smoke coming from the Viridian Forest. I fly down into the 
fire and begin to look around. There are distraught PokAOmon 
everywhere. Scared Weedles, crying Pikachus, shaking Pidgeys. It was 
a sad sight to see. I begin to help all of them, first, by calming 
them down. I use telepathy and communicate with them, telling them 
that everything was going to be all right. I evacuate all of them to 
a safe location and then summon a few Blastoise clones. These are 
clones I created from captured PokAOmon DNA to prove a point the 
world, but, it was thwarted by my parent. Mew, and a young boy, who's 
name I'd rather leave in the past. I tell the Blastoise to use Hydro 
Pump, and they do as I say. The fire begins to die down, but I hear 
another cry and quickly head towards it. I see a Charmander, with its 
tail stuck under a big branch, and then I see a trainer, who was 
stuck behind a few burning logs. I grit my teeth at seeing this, and 
quickly help the Charmander out. The little one thanks me and asks me 
to save his trainer. I look at the trainer and then snarl at him and 
tell him telepathically , "Did you cause this?" 

"What? How are you talking to me?" the trainer asked. 

"Telepathy. Now, answer my question." 

"I was battling a Pidgey to catch is and I told Charmander to use 
Ember, but the Pidgey dodged the attack and then the fire 
started . " 

"You put all these innocent PokAOmon in danger because you wanted to 
enslave another one?!" 

"Enslave? Look, I don't know who, or what you are, but can you just 
get me out of here." 

He didn't know who I was? How? My name was written down in legend. 
Everyone in the world should know about me. But, that is not the 
point at the moment. This damned trainer started this fire, all to 
satisfy his lustful desire to catch a Pidgey and enslave it to do his 
bidding. It makes me cringe at the simple thought of it. It was 
stupid humans like this that I wish Arceus would wipe out. There have 
been many trainers who have used Charmanders here, and they knew 
better than to use any Eire-type move here in the forest. I now have 
a choice to make: Save the human to please Charmander, or, let the 
human die and wipe Charmander 's tiny mind and basically make it wild 
again. The latter choice sounds one hundred percent better to me. 
Sorry Charmander. 

"You don't know me, hm?" I ask before saying, "I am Mewtwo, the one 
who let you die here because of your foolishness." 

"What?" asked the trainer with a scared look on his face. 

The Charmander looks at me and asks me to please save his trainer. I 
wave my hand over Charmander and the small Eire-type blinks a few 
times before asking where in the world he was. I tell him that he is 
a wild Charmander who was walking through the forest and attacked the 



trainer because he attacked him. The Charmander and stared at the 
trainer. The trainer was very confused. 

"Ch-Charmander ? " the trainer asked nervously. 

Charmander 's expression grew angry until the little one began to 
stomp furiously. Why would the human attack him? He didn't want to be 
enslaved! The Charmander then let out more embers, causing the fire 
to grow around the trainer. The trainer backed up until he was fully 
surrounded . 

"Wait, please! I'm sorry for starting the fire!" he plead. 

"It's too late to apologize," I said to him, "What's done, is 
done . " 

The trainer began to scream when the fire touched his leg. The 
trainer continued to scream as the fire devoured him. He looked at me 
the whole time as he was burned. The skin on his face began to 
blister until it turned dark. His hair, fully burned off. The fire 
then engulfed him, and the screaming stopped. I then summon the 
Blastoise and tell them to put out he fire. They do as I said and 
once the smoke cleared, there lied the burned trainer. His face, 
nothing but burned bone. There were still sections of burned skin on 
his arms and legs. His eyes, still intact and looking at _me_. It 
cringe slightly at the sight, and then, with my psychic abilities, 
roll his eyes over so that they are looking into his own head. Seems 
like my first kill wasn't going to be the first creator, lucky him, 
for now. I then hear sirens in the distance. The human have finally 
arrived. Another pet peave about humans, they are slow as anything. I 
then teleport the Blastoise back to their safe Haven and I fly off 
into the sky, making sure that the humans don't see me as I fly 
away . 

**A/N: Turtles! How's it going? For those of you who don't know, I am 
Turt leMaster34 1 . I love PokAOmon. I really do! One of my favorites, 
is the incredible Mewtwo . This guy. I decided to write about him 
because he's like, the only PokAOmon with a solid backstory, and a 
dark one if I may add. I've decided to expand upon this and so, I 
came up with this story! This story is a part of my 'Oxymoronic 
Title' stories, the other being Terrifyingly Beaufitul. Will Mewtwo 
ever be able to change? Even those with the darkest hearts have a 
small bit of light in them, right? So, here's small summary since I 
decided to use a PokAOdex entry rather than just write out a summary. 
So, Mewtwo is ruthless, right? He kills, wants power, and just wants 
the Universe to bow down to him. But, he'll encounter a few pests 
along the way, that just might be the key, to giving Mewtwo a soft 
spot. Anyway, I hope that you guys enjoyed this first chapter! I 
promise that they'll be longer in the future! Review, if you want to 
and stay tuned for more! Also, since this is a PokAOmon story, 
instead of calling you guys Turtles, I'll call you guys Squirtles! 

Yay ! ** 

**'Til Next Time ! -TM341** 


End 
f lie . 



